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and cannot sleep for the damnable silence. I am glad
to see you back."

Much as my friends may laugh at this statement,
there are times when I have listened. Frederick
Villiers was the most entrancing talker one could
imagine, and I protest I was dumb in his presence
lest I miss one word of his conversation, Desdemona
never heard anything like what I got from him. This
is at least one refutation of the statement of my dear
friend Oliver Herford, who said:

1 'Anyone can lead Ned (meaning me) up to a pause,
but no man can make him take it."

In the earliest 'nineties, Herford and I had rooms
beside each other in the St. Botolph Club in Boston.
In front of our doors was a card printed in scarlet,
indicating the direction of the fire escape. One day,
seeing his chance, Oliver took this sign into his room
and, blotting out the word "fire," skillfully lettered
in my name in its place and hung it up again. Shortly
after that a man came rushing downstairs, boiling over
with mirth, yelling for all to come up to the top story.
There was the sign, as brilliantly red as ever, but
reading:

"Escape in case of Simmons!"

Stories of Oliver Herford come crowding to memory,
topsy-turvy, one over another, and although perhaps
they should have no place here among recollections
of those long since passed away, his type of wit is
mellow when it is born and does not need time to soften
its edge. Oliver is the child of Whimsey; the eternal
Puck or the Peter Pan; he has no age and is of no age;
like Topsy, I believe he just "growed." His fun is fullick with me?"
